* 
— 
—— 
— — — 
— — — 
— 
— — 


\ 


bel OOO OO AREA LE CEEE 


TEAGUE's RAMBLE. | 


p EAR catholic ſiſter, thou ſon of great Mars, 
have been fighting where there was no wars; 

No ſwords nor no guns, but abundance of arms, 
Yor to kill all the Friends that will do us no harm. 


I ſet out from Dublin next Michaelmas paſt, 

And gallop'd to Cheſter in wonderful haſte; _ 
F But the ſeas blew a ſtorm, and the vinds they did roll, 
Which caſt me away on the ſhore, by my ſhout. 


I went faſe on ſoot, and rode poſt with the mail 
Dear lifter, do mind my ſad ſorrowful tale: 
For my horſe ſtanding ſtill threw me clean in the diet, 
Which daubed my fleſh, and ſore bruiſed my ſhirt. 


But beirg of courage, I mounted again, 
And on my ten toes tripped over the plain: 
14 But taking a nap of three days on the ground, 
| In rwozl arrived at fair London town, 
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Tue army is here, but the camp's march'd away. 
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At length to the camp, good faith, I did come, 
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But when I came there not a ſoul could I ſee, 
The croud was fo thick that ſtood ſtaring at me; , 
Not a word did they fay, but made damnable game, 
Cauſe my feet were worn out, & my ſhoes very lame. 


Yet nevertheleſs ſtanding till I did go, 
To ſee the Hyde-park and enquire the ſhow ; 
By my ſhoul, ſaid the people, but nothing did ſay, 


To find out the place I was at a great loſs, - 
But, ſhutting my eyes, J eſpy'd Charing Croſs, 
Where a man fat on horſeback upon a cold ſtone, ' 
With thouſands about him, good faith all alone. 


I pull'd off my hat to his majeſtys grace, c 
And aſk'd him the way to I don't know what place; 
Bur he was ſo brazen he would not come down 
To ſhew me the way, for an Iriſh crown. 6.50 


So by my poor (elf I went ſtumbling on, 
Quite tited to death with the damnable throng: 


By the beat of the trumpet, and ſound of the drum, 


Foot ſoldiers on horſeback ſtood here and lay there, 
With the right wing in front, & the left in the rear; 
And the horſemen on foot, in open defiance, 
Broke open their, ranks in the ſtrongeſt alliance. 


There's Holland Geneva cry'd thro? ev'ry line, 
And houſes made free for erecting of wine: 
By my fhoul, I admir'd their wiſdom and. pride, 
Ts ſee ſwords in their hands, and guns by their ſides. 


At length they lay down their arms and retire, 
The colonel cry'd march, they preſent and give fire; 
With powder and ball ſuch a ſhout they did make, 


As made the earth tremble, the clouds for to quake. 
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Sold by 8. GAMI DGE, in WorczsTER. 


The noiſe: being over, tho? none 1 did hear, 
I went to the baker's to buy me ſome beer: Ky 


And having no chink paid him truſt for his-chalk ;_ 
So took hackney coach, and away I did walk. 


And took me a plate,in the flying ſtage coach: 
» There we bowl'd it along on the watry-plain, 
Till at length we arriv'd on'Saldbury plein. 


I call'd for a pint to drive gladneſs awayz * + 
But before I drank it I heard a great noiſe, 
Of nothing at all, but hollow brave boys. 
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Were coming behind, juſt going before, 
Se all keeping ſilence they loudly did ſing 
And kept on their hats for to honour the king. 


Now I being willing to keep on my feet, 
Sat ſtill and went out in the midſt of the ſtreet; 
W here, the biſnop of Saliſbury he did rehearſe, 

A good piece of Latin in old Enoliſh verſe: | 


Which pleaſed his majeſty's Grace I proteſt, 
For it was a fine one, althq; meanly dreſt; 


To kiſs the kinG's hand for the ſake of his crown. 


Huzza, they all cry'd, while the conduits did run 
With Goed roaſt beef, and the beſt of ſpice bun; 
Great diſhes of white wine and claret were ſpread 

On the tables, for live men to eat when they're dead. 


I took ſuch a ſurfeit at this fine feaſt, * 


But if ever I G0 to ſee London adain, 
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Then down to the Thames I made my approach, 5 
Quite choak'd up with duſt, tho“ it rained all day, 


For the King and the quten, & a great many more, a 


And then came the clerGy, in black ſcarlet nes, 


That it does not diſturb my poor ſnoul in the leaſt. 
The De'il ſhall be after taking Teacue for his pains. 


